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her cistus proffered to the bath addressed,
and she, so girdled, used new archery

in eyes already practised at my breast.
Muses, or cure the wounds of which I die

or cease to think me under your behest,
I am no scholar, asking of the sky

how fares the old moon, where the new's pro-
gressed,
I court you not in idleness or worse

to karn what planets what heavenly Houses dwell in,

nor what Eclipse seeks vainly to deceive you,
nor if God made or Chance this universe,

For if my verse cannot prevail with Helen,

seek a new scholar! Goddesses, I leave you.
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